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SIR SMILE-UPS AND THE WITCHES 
TIDDLE DE WINKS 
Sir Smile-Ups pulled up both his wings, and held his crown | And in five minutes every witch was seated there about. 
on tight, I told them tales so full of fun that they were charmed, you 


“It’s blowing forty gales,” said he, “I’m going out tonight.” 

““Where to>?’’ cried I, most anxiously, ‘“‘why, Smile-Ups, 
you ve not dined!” 

“Oh, let me take my course,” cried he, 
mind. 

There’s going to be a storm, I think, the wind is rising high, 

I’ve just been out upon the street, and looked up at the sky; 

The clouds are sailing very fast, the rain is dashing too, 

My air-ship or my motor car, will neither of them do.” 

“*Please tell me what you are about, and where to do you 
go>” 

“‘Now, Tiddle de Winks, pray save your strength, you'll 
need to write, you know.” 

At that Sir Smile-Ups bowed him out, still smiling as before, 

*Twas — later by the clock that Smile-Ups reached my 

oor. 

He rolled into my cosy room and shook himself in glee— 

“Ha, ha! I’ve chased the witches off, they never could 
get me. 

The night was doomed, for witches flew on broom-sticks 
here and there, 

So, I have stopped their naughty tricks and caught them in 
their lair; 

I called them from the clouds and sky, I made the moon 
come out, 
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“‘and dinner never 


THE GIFT CHILD 
Epna M. BRENNAN 

The snow was flying from the skies in feathery flakes. 
Sidewalks and streets were blanketed with about four inches 
or more of this fluffy eiderdown. The night lights blinked 
sleepily. A shivering woman paused in front of ‘an im- 
posing, many-windowed house, cast a furtive glance up and 
down the street, and then ran up the steps and deposited a 
market basket on the porch. She gave the bell a quick pull 
and scurried away with a funny little chuckle. 

Presently the door opened and a rosy-cheeked, brown- 
haired woman appeared. She allowed her smile of greet- 
ing to change to a look of questioning as she failed to per- 
ceive the expected visitor. She was about to shut out the 
night and the snow and return to her warm fireside, when a 
tiny wail caused her to pause. It sounded like the cry of 
a baby— it sounded very near, and yet there was no one in 
sight. Again came a cry, this time a decided, lusty wail 
that left no doubt as to the presence of a child, and the 
sound proceeded from the basket at the woman’s feet. . 

“Well, I declare, if it isn’t a baby, and in that basket. 
Why! bless your heart, you are almost buried in snow.” 


She hurried inside with the basket and there by the 


see, 


Smile and, Th The 


And every one forgot her work and nodded there with me. 

"Twas thus the frightful storm swept by, the sky was clear 
ence more, 

Then every witch flew to her home with loud and wrathful 


roar; 

For, I had balked them in their prey, and made them smile, 
you see, 

The witches now can brew no storm when they encounter 
me. 
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warm fire she unwrapped a baby, who gazed at her with 
wondering, grieved eyes. Its rosebud mouth quivered, but 
he refrained from crying as though already he sensed the 
possibility of having the desire of his baby heart satisfied. 
On the front of his dress was pinned a paper which read: 

“T know you are a good woman, and a wealthy one. 
I found this little child on my doorstep. As I already have 
six, I brought him to you who have none. Consider him the 
gift of the Lord and give this little child the love and care 
to which he is entitled. No matter who his earthly parents 
are, he is God’s child.” 

The woman gathered the babe close up to her breast 
and the love of God flowed through her heart to this little, 
homeless waif. She murmured gently: 


“Father, I accept the trust. Just to think how quickly 
and in what strange ways prayers are answered, but it is 
not for us to question the ways of the Lord, for his ways 
are not the ways of mortal man. I asked the Father for 


some one to love and to love me, I was so lonely, and he 
sent me a little child to love and care for, that in unselfish 
service I might prove my love for God. This little one will 
grow up to love me and call me the sweetest of earthly 
names, ‘Mother, dear.’ ”” 
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HANNAH 


ELIZABETH E. PETTINGER 
Chapter III 


ROM the first moment Hannah’s tiny baby 
fists had reached out to clutch at bright color, 
to catch the dancing sunbeam that filtered 
through the grimy tenement window; from 
the moment her eyes distinguished light from 
dark she had worshiped beauty. Color to her 
was life; shape and form were more attractive 
than the necessary things of everyday living. 

She might carelessly drop and break her white china mush 
bowl, but a single flower was guarded with the utmost con- 
cern. But alas, Hannah had had no beauty or color or 
grace in her ten short years, or rather long years, as it seemed 
to her. In her naughtiest moments she could be calmed and 
quieted at the sight of some beautiful object, but that object 
had never been hers. It is doubtful if she ever possessed 
one article of beauty except a flower or spray of leaves, and 
even these faded and were gone just when she wanted them 
most! 

When Mr. Bennet led the small, rebellious child by 
the hand into his wife’s presence the timid, frightened look 
was not fear nor timidity, but a quickening of the heart at 
sight of so much loveliness. Hannah scarcely looked at 
the gentle woman seated in the big armchair in front of the 
fireplace nor at the boy with his lace collar and golden 
curls, but she grasped the whole as if it were a picture and 
they only a small part of it. From the first moment the 
little girl entered the house she decided then and there that 
if it were in her power to stay she would stay. ‘“Wild 
horses couldn’t drag me out of it,’ was the way she ex- 
pressed it to herself. 

And that became the keynote of her existence in the 
big house which was to become her real home. Anything, 
everything would she endure rather than leave those beau- 
tifully-tinted walls, soft, rich carpets and hangings, the pic- 
tures and books which lined the rooms and filled the little 
girl’s soul with bliss. Yes, anything was endurable com- 
pared with the thought of never seeing them again. 

Just what Mr. Bennet told his wife and just what she 
said when she found herself in charge of this stray waif 
will never be known. Certain it is the whole truth of the 
child’s misdeeds were never known to her foster mother, at 
least not until afterward, or she would never have consented 
to mother such a firebrand. What the little boy thought 
was much more simple; he was at first curious, because 
“‘papa’s always bringing such queer people to the house! 
I wonder what that little girl’s here for>’’ But when he 
discovered that she was to remain, to sit in the same room 
and eat at the same table and even have his own father’s 
arm around her when he wanted that same arm around 
himself, he—well, he was just plainly and humanly jealous! 
He wished she’s go back to her own home. It never oc- 
curred to him that maybe she had no home; to his mind all 
little girls and boys had a home and a mother and father 
and someone to wait upon them, to bring their breakfast to 
bed in the morning when they didn’t care to get up early. 
All these things were such a matter of course with Willis 
Bennet that he never knew there was a difference in the 
size and weight of pocketbooks; he never knew the world 
is made of the same kind of human creatures, all living un- 
der different circumstances and conditions. His wise father 
was about to teach him differently through this child he 
had picked up at the orphanage, and the lesson, like all 
real lessons of life, was to cost the small boy no “bargain 
price. 

Several weeks after the arrival of Hannah, Mr. Ben- 
net stood in his library looking out into the side-yard where 
the two children were constructing a playhouse under the 
big cherry tree. It was with a frown of annoyance that 


the father discovered his son allowing Hannah to do the 
work, “‘boss the job,” make the plans and, in short, have 
the entire responsibility of the wonderful house under con- 
struction. The boy simply did the bidding of the girl in a 
languid, unquestioning obedience which irritated the father. 
He was disgusted with the boy. ‘““Why hasn’t he some 
grit! I thought this harum-scarum creature would put some 
life in him, would bring out a little manhood; but here he 
is, more hopeless than ever! He won't amount to a row 
of pins! He's a regular sissy!" The frown had grown 
to something more than annoyance, it was deeper than mere 
worry; it was real concern, he was troubled. “I thought 
it was his mother’s pampering; that when he let go of her 
apronstrings he’d amount to something more than a china 
doll-baby. If this girl can’t bring him out there isn’t any- 
thing in him worth bringing out!’’. 

His meditations were interrupted by a burst of wrath 
from Hannah, and the father slowly and softly raised the 
window that he might hear what was being said. 

““You stupid!’” Hannah was screaming, “‘you’ve gone 
and let the roof fall, just as it was ready for this prop. 
You're worse ‘an any girl I ever seen. You ain’t learned 
enough to hold a board straight!” 

“It’s very incorrect to cay ‘ain’t’ and ‘seen,’ and I'd 
rather speak correctly than hold a board straight.” The 
prim, old-fashioned remark subdued the girl for an instant 
and then she returned: 

“T wouldn’t! I'd not mind speaking correctly, but 
I'd rather have a little common sense and gumption than be 
_a sissy like you. Down in the part of town I come from 
they’d call you ‘white livered’ and they ain’t never mistaken 
down there “bout people—they know ‘em when they see 
*em comin’.”” 

“White livered!’’ That is just what the father had 
thought and this girl had said it for him! He clinched his 
hands and ground his teeth. His son, and to be like that! 
But he continued to listen: 

““You’re very coarse and rude, and I hate you!” the 
boy replied with a little show of wrath that relieved the 
father’s face of some of the frown. ““You’re not a bit polite 
and you won't ever be a lady like my mamma—you couldn’t 
if you tried a thousand years!” 

“And you won't never be a man like your father, 
either!” replied Hannah, not so much now in wrath at her 
companion as real doubt as to whether she ever could be as 
gentle and lovely and beautiful as Mrs. Bennet. ‘You 
ain’t got nothing in you like your father and you won't 
never have, not in a thousand years! NHe’s a man, he is, 
and you're a sissy with your long curls and your sweet baby 
name of Willis. I'll bet his friends never called him Willis! 
I'll bet he was plain ‘Bill’ when he was your age, and as 
for curls—’’ the contempt in her voice was so real the 
father at the window stepped back in surprise, muttering: 

“By George, she’s right! Those curls come off, tears 
or no tears from his mother! Bill!”” He laughed aloud. 
““‘What’s in a name? Evidently she seems to think it has 
a psychological influence, and maybe she’s right about that 
too. Willis, Bill! Well, well; Bill it shall be from every- 
body but his mother—she’ll never consent. And see, he’s 
beginning to spunk up himself!” 

“As for curls,” she continued, ‘‘no boy that is a boy 
would stand for it!” 

“T’'d rather have yellow’ curls than short black stubble 
like yours, and my name’s a lot prettier than Hannah! 
Hannah, horrid old thing, reminds you of—of—reminds 
you of—lI don’t know what it reminds me of, but something 
that’s as mean and horrid and—and, mean and horrid as 
you sometimes. Sometimes I like you and then you make 
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me hate you, and I hate you now!” 

Suddenly Hannah remembered that she was three 
months older than he, and that he was only a boy anyway; 
she remembered a good many things and instantly felt sorry 
that she was so rude and unkind, so she replied, not more 
gently but more in her business-like tone, ““Come on, then; 
don’t be a sissy and I'll get this house up before lunch, if 
you'll help. Hold that board straight, can’t you, while I 
stick this prop under? There we are now! Get that board 
and we'll use it for the floor.” 

“Get it yourself,” retorted the boy, “I’m not your 
slave.” 

The father closed the window with a smile, “Maybe 
it will work after all.”” He was more convinced that “‘it 
would work” that same evening when, after the children 
were in bed, his wife sighed: 

“Oh, dear! I’m afraid Willis isn’t a baby any more! 
What do you suppose he said tonight just before I tucked 
him in bed? He insists upon having his curls cut off. 
Those beautiful, silken curls that I love so much! What 
do you think about it?” 

“T think he’s exactly right about it,’’ exclaimed his 
father with enthusiasm, “‘and when his curls come off he’s 
to be plain ‘Bill.’” You can call him Willis if you like, 
mothers can always do that sort of thing, but he’s Bill to 
me. 

Mrs. Bennet protested, but in vain and at last she 
gave in to both the curls and the name. “And that reminds 
me too of Hannah. What do you think, I found her crying 
and she said she wanted to be a lady like I am, but she 
could never be one with her name Hannah. Isn’t that too 
funny! Well, she said her real name was Elma and I 
have promised that we'll all call her Elma, and it seemed 
to cheer her up out of all proportion to the incident. She’s 
a real sweet little thing when she—well, when she isn’t the 
opposite.”” 

Mr. Bennet only smiled with satisfaction, “It’s work- 
ing both ways!” he told himself. (To be continued.) 


A WEE WISDOM WELCOME 
CHARLOTTE GRAFRATH 
Good morning, my dear Wee Wisdom, 


I’m so glad to see you come; 

You're one of the dearest papers 
That ever visits my home. 

For you bring me the truest knowledge 
That the kingdom of heaven is come. 


I wish that all little children 
Could know of this beautiful Truth; 
That now and here is their heaven, 
And life of perpetual youth; 
How glorious life will be to them 


When filled with the Spirit of Truth! 


Speed on, then speed on, Wee Wisdom, 
Find the homes of the children of God, 
And I'll do all I can to help you 
Spread this beautiful knowledge abroad. 
And we'll work together proclaiming 


The wonderful kingdom of God. 


Christ has left the cross today 
And found the path to heaven’s way. 
The path goes winding all around; 
But Jesus found it—yes, found. 


He sits at the right hand of God, 
The Father of us all; 
Who loveth bird and beast, 
All things, both great and small. 
—Cornelia (nine years old). 


CLUB 


RoyaL, SECRETARY 


Object—Ta radiate sunshine, even in the darkest cor- 
ners of the world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no 
evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request ad- 
dressed to the Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy 
Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—A\lll reports must be in by the fifteenth of the 
month before the date of issue. 

BOOSTER CLUB—AN ACROSTIC 


UNCLE BOOKER 


Be faithful to yourself each hour, 

Or you will never have the power 

Of helping others rise and grow. 

Send out the sweetest thoughts you know; 
Then they'll return and help you find 
Eternal faith and peace of mind. 

Rejoice that you can help mankind. 


Cheerful you should always be, 
Lest you forget and thoughtlessly 
Undo some work you have begun. 
Be filled with joy from sun to sun. 
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~~ T HAS been nearly two years since Wee Wis- 

dom became simply WispDoM and changed 
. her form from the little magazine to a larger 
size. I have had many Boosters ask why we 
did not call her Wee Wisdom again, and why 
she did not dress as she used to. What do 
you think about it, all you Boosters? Do you 
want her to become Wee Wisdom? Would 
you like a small size better than the large size, as she appears 
now? Let me hear from you. It is your paper just as it 
is your Booster Club. What will please you will please me, 
but you must every one boost whatever we start and see to 
it that every one takes a hand in it. 

How would you like to have some extra copies of 
WIsDOM to pass on to your friends? Just drop me a note 
and ask for them, and they will be sent to you at once. 
There are so many children, both big and little, who enjoy 
the visits of WisDom that it seems a shame that all cannot 
enjoy her good things. If you want some copies of WISDOM 
to give your friends, be sure to tell me so. 

We have plenty of Booster pins now. They may be 
had for fifteen cents each, or if you send a new subscriber 
and ask for a pin, one will be sent free. 

It will not be long until school is over, and we shall 
have all day long to ourselves. Every Booster Club ought 
to be planning the good things which it will be able to do 
this vacation. There are so very many helpful things which 
we can do if we only have our attention called to them. 

Sir Tammie is with us this month and has a nice report. 


He tells you just how to get out to see him if you go to the 
Fair. 


Los Angeles, Cal. 
My dear Friends—Did you ever see what is called, 
“*A cat fight” >? You don’t ever want to see one, that’s my 
advice. I saw one yesterday. I’m not telling the names of 
the participators. They were not Blackfeather nor Creamie, 
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so I don’t want you to suspect them, nor the girl cats either, 
— dear me, they have spats enough disputing over their 
abies. 

Well, as I was saying, Aunt Helen was watering this 
big garden, and Aunt Mary had a trowel, and it looked to 
me as though she were jumping about on one foot, when 
the excitement began. I don’t believe in little boys being 
saucy, so I made a few remarks on the subject. No, I did 
not tell you who it was. My boy, Jean, who thinks he’s 
somebody, was walking about the ground, pretending that 
he was examing gophers and ants, but out of one corner of 
his eye he looked at me and said saucy words. I was 
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A Couple of Wisdom Sunbeams 


fastened up in my wire yard, so I could only correct him. 
And, then the fuss began—you know yourself no one can 
fight through chicken wire netting. Now, I didn’t say who 
it was. There was a lot of Persian wool left on the wire 
netting though, when they managed to drag that boy of 
mine away on the end of a broom and shove him into a 
yard of his own. No one could touch him, till he cooled 
down. Who said I was fighting! Little boys that are 
saucy need correction. 

But, I meant to tell you about those lovely people who 
came to see me—think of that—way from Niagara Falls. 
The visitors were Mr. and Mrs. Charles F. Crick and little 
daughter, Elsa Grace Crick, from Niagara Falls, with 
friends of theirs from Pasadena, Mr. and Mrs. Covell, Miss 
Covell and Charles Covell. I remarked, “‘Proud’s the 


_ went out of doors and had a snowball fight. 


day!”’ being delighted to see them, but do you know Aunt 
Mary never told them what I said. They saw Blackfeather 
and myself out in the garage; later they went into the house 
and Betty showed off her new children. 
are ““Toodles’’—he is the image of me—and “Polly Tums 
Tums,” a girl kitten, and “‘Emogene’’ and another boy— 
orange tabby—that has not yet been named. Can any of 
you send on a name that will satisfy Betty’s fastidious taste > 
Her other child was ““Wah Wah Taysee,”” so you see how 
fanciful she is. 

Every time the kittens are shown to visitors, Betty 
says “Hands off,” 
of the neck and bounces them back into their box again, 
and she won’t let Topaz breathe in the same room with them 
hardly, though Betty has an eye to her own comfort, having 
picked out little Tammiette, my child and the pet of the 
house, for nurse girl to those infants. I heard that she 
called Tammiette the other day and said very sweetly, 
“Come Tammiette, teach you how to wash the babies,” 
and forthwith she began to comb those babies and brush 
them with her tongue, talking to Tammiette all the time 
about “being thorough.”” Tammiette is not over-anxious for 
the baby-minding business, I hear. 

Now I must close. Aren’t some of you good Wisdoms 
coming up to see us on your way to the San Francisco Fair? 


I hear their names | 


and snatches those children by the back 


We will be looking for you. I will give you straight direc- 
tions. From Los Angeles take the Suburban Glendale elec- 
tric care to the main station in Glendale—that is called 
Broadway; at Broadway and Brand Boulevard take an- 
other car marked Verdugo, Eagle Rock and Montrose. 
Stay on that car and ask the conductor to let you off at 
Del Mar Road in Montrose; that is three blocks beyond 
the Traction office, but the conductors all know and will 
point out the house for you. I am telling you clearly, for 
those other people had a little time to find us, but they 
came by way of Pasadena in an auto. We are going to 
look for Billy Bumpus’ letters in Wispom. With best 
wishes from your old friend, 
Sir TAMMIE OF ORANGE. 
ee his Secretary, M. B. de Witt.) 


P. S.—I am a grandfather now. 
Cornelia has a splendid letter for us from Grand 


Rapids, Wisconsin. 
Grand Rapids, Wis. 
Dear Boosters—We have had five meetings since I 
Nineteen members 


wrote. The first one was at our house. 
were present. Mamma read ““The Secret Garden.” Janet 
Riley played the piano and Ruth Kellner spoke. The next 


meeting was at Witte’s home. Twenty members were pres- 
ent. Ruth Wilcox read a poem about St. Valentine’s Day, 
and Carol Boorman played the piano. Mamma read a few 
chapters of ““The Secret Garden.” Karl Witte spoke 
““Life’s Mirror.” Then we had a Valentine box. We had 
a good time. Our third meeting was at Aileen Ekelund’s, 
on March |, 1915. Sixteen members were present. Hor- 
tense Metzger played the piano and Doris Raymond read 
about the Real Fairies. Mamma read a few chapters of 
““The Secret Garden.”” Candy was served. Then we all 
The next 
meeting was at Doris Raymond’s, March 14. I played the 
piano and Aileen Ekelund spoke ““The Making of Birds.” 
Mamma read a few chapters of ““The Secret Garden.” 
Games were played. The last meeting was held March 
28th. Eighteen members were present. Elizabeth Paulus 
played the piano and Ruth Witte read ‘Springtime in the 
Heart.”” Mamma finished ““The Secret Garden.”” After- 
wards we went out and played. Our next meeting will be 
held at Witte’s, April 11th. We have a large Booster 
Club now. We have thirty-three members and our Booster 
bank is nearly full. With much love to all the Boosters. 
Cornelia cerns Ass’t Sec. 


| Faith Rose Bowden (4'/2 months) 
| 


What good times the Club must have reading the 
Truth stories and talking over the good things they have 
done. 

Ernest is with us in the usual faithful manner. He 
has decided views on the subject of the style and name of 
Wee Wisdom. Speak up, Ernest, and we shall all listen 
_carefully to what you have to say. 

West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Wisdoms—We have had two good Club meet- 


ings and. we expect the next one to be extra good, for the 
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mothers are invited too. There was a new robin in our 
yard today, and a sparrow was having a great talk, trying 
to drive him out of the yard, so I guess spring is here if it 
doesn’t look much like it yet. Thomas W. Tucker was 
pretty sick with his throat and we thought we might lose him. 
Mother spoke strong words of Truth to him and he is as 
good as ever today and rolling around out doors. We had 
four nice Easter nests yesterday, beside all the eggs we could 
eat at meal times. We surprised an old man with an Easter 
nest, too. We didn’t want him to think he was left out of 
good times because he was old. We're not saying how we 
wish WISDOM would be any more, but just the same we do 
say loud ‘“Amens”’ every time the other Boosters write how 
much they wish that WISDOM could be dressed as Wee 
Wisdom used to be. Mother says that if we only “Amen” 
enough it will surely some day become an “even-so,” and 


we will feel so glad and proud of WisDom’s old way of | h 
dressing as she used to. We think that the story of “Han- | 


nah”’ is just splendid. Good-bye. 
I. H. S. CLus, Ernest P. Baltzell, Sec. 
Let’s have your views on this matter, dear Boosters, 


all. As I said before, this is your little paper and what you 
wish shall be done. 


Billie Bumpus II is with us and has a real live picture © 


this time. Isn’t he a wide-awake little fellow, though? 


Charleston, W. Va. 

Dear WispomM—The spring has really come and we 
feel it in the air, and hear the spring birds, and see and smell 
the beautiful flowers. My mistress read ““The Secret Gar- 
den”” aloud and I heard ’most every word of it. She’s 
practicing the magic that it tells about in the book and it’s 
just wonderful what things have happened. I advise all of 
the Boosters to read it; for it is splendid for story and moral. 
“The Secret Garden,”’ is by Frances Hodgson Burnett. I 
know all of them like her books. I wish that we could get 
more Boosters to boost for Wee Wisdom instead of like it is 
now, because it had more room for our meetings. Tell Sir 
Tammie that my nose is going 
to be “‘out of joint” because my 


bit. Here is my picture. I’m 
not vain when I say that I think 
I’m good looking. I’m stand- 
ing on a dear little bridge and 
#4| that is only a shadow across 
my back, because I’m white all 
over except on my head. Best 
wishes to all the Boosters. 
BILLIE BumPus. 
Per Mary Belle Johnston. 


A friend has written, suggesting that WisDoM come 
out twice a month. If we should do that it would cost just 
twice as much to pay her traveling expenses. Do you 
Boosters like this idea > 

It seems ages since we have heard from the Crystal 
Truth Club, the Light Bearers, the Jolly Writers, and all 
the other good Boosters who used to report so regularly. | 
met a fine bunch of Unity children in St. Joseph the other 
day, and they say that they shall form a Booster Club. 
They are such good, bright folks that I know it will be a 
fine Club. 

Next month will be vacation time and I am expecting 
a report from every Booster Club in the whole world. Do 
be sure to write and tell me just what your Club is doing and 
what you would suggest for the changes and improvement of 
our little helpmate. Remember that the more people who 
have WIsDoM sent to them, the greater good she can do 
and the prettier she can be made. 

I am expecting to hear from every Booster Club before 
May 15th. See that your secretary writes to me by that time 
and tells how you want WIsDoM. 


Billie Bumpus II 


mistress is going to get a rab- _ heart. He cared not so much to grasp the scepter and to be 


SUNDAY SCHOOL LESSONS 


BLANCHE SAGE HASELTINE 


LESSON 6, MAY 9 
FRIENDSHIP OF DAVID AND JONATHAN—I Sam. 20: 


32. And Jonathan answered Saul his father, and said unto him, 
Wherefore should he be put to death? what hath he done? 

33. And Saul cast his spear at him to smite him; whereby 
~——— knew that it was determined of his father to put David to 
death. 


34. So Jonathan arose from the table in fierce anger, and did eat 


no food the second day of the month; for he was grieved for David, 
because his father had done him shame. 


35. And it came to pass in the morning, that Jonathan went out 
into the field at the time appointed with David, and a little lad with 


36. And he said unto his lad, Run, find now the arrows which I 
shoot. And as the lad ran, he shot an arrow beyond him. 
37. And when the lad was come to the place of the arrow which 
Jonathan had shot, Jonathan cried after the lad, and said, Is not the 
arrow beyond thee? 


38. And Jonathan cried after the lad, Make speed, haste, stay 


not. And Jonathan’s lad gathered up the arrows, and came to his 
master. 


39. But the lad knew not anything: only Jonathan and David 
knew the matter. 


40. And Jonathan gave his weapons unto his lad, and said unto 
him, Go, carry them to the city. 

41. And as soon as the lad was gone, David arose out of a place 
toward the South, and fell on his face to the ground, and bowed him- 
self three times: and they kissed one another and wept one with an- 
other, until David exceeded. 

42. And Jonathan said to David, Go in peace, forasmuch as we 
have sworn both of us in the name of Jehovah, saying, Jehovah shall 
be between me and thee, and between my seed and thy seed, for 
ever. And he arose and departed: and Jonathan went into the city. 


TExT—A friend loveth at all times.—Prov. 
17:17. 


The story of David and Jonathan is one of friend- 
ship and sacrifice. Jonathan was the aspirant for the throne 
after Saul, but he renounced this and endangered his own 
life to help David. David was the divinely appointed king, 
and Jonathan realized that and accepted him in his own 


a power among men. Rather he chose the enduring power 
of the real kingdom. It was one thing for Jonathan to be- 
friend David when he was in favor with king Saul, and 
quite another when he had fallen into disfavor. But the 
love of Jonathan for David did not grow less. 

The love between these men typifies the great Divine 
Love which never fails. Always it is there, “bearing all 
things, enduring all things, believing all things.” The great 
love which existed in the hearts of David and Jonathan, 
still exists in each of us. It is infinite and everywhere pres- 
ent. It covers all time and space. To feel it we need but 
to acknowledge it. If we allow it free expression within us, 
it will fill our lives with warmth and light; where before 
there have been shadows, it will bring sunshine. 

When we read of great ocean liners having so many 
tons displacement, we marvel at the magnitude of the vessel. 
But Infinite Love has a displacement which cannot be meas- 
ured in tons. It displaces, not just a limited number, but all 
the shadows and unreality and lack. Its cargo is health, 
joy, prosperity and an abiding peace. 


LESSON 7, MAY 16 
DAVID SPARES SAUL—I Sam. 26:5-16. 


5. And David arose, and came to the place where Saul had 
encamped; and David beheld the place where Saul lay, and Abner 
the son of Ner, the captain of his host: and Saul lay within the place 
of the wagons, and the people were encamped round about him. 

6. Then answered David and said to Ahimelech the Hittite, and 
to Abishai the son of Zeruiah, brother to Joab, saying, Who will go 
down with me to Saul to the camp? And Abishai said, I will go 
down with thee. 

. So David and Abishai came to the people by night: and, be- 
hold, Saul lay sleeping within the place of the wagons, with his spear 
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6 WISDOM 


stuck \- the ground at his head; and Abner and the people lay round 
it him. 

8. Then said Abishai to David, God hath delivered up thine 
enemy into thy hand this day: now therefore let me smite him, | pray 
thee, with the spear to the earth at one stroke, and | will not smite 
him the second time. 

9. And David said to Abishai, Destroy him not; for who can 
put forth his hand against Jehovah's anointed, and be guiltless > 

10. And David said, As Jehovah liveth, Jehovah will smite him; 
or - day shall come to die; or he shall go down into battle, and 

rish. 

11. Jehovah forbid that I should put forth my hand against 
preres anointed: but now take, I pray thee, the spear that is at his 

ead, and the cruse of water, and let us go. 

12. So David took the spear and the cruse of water from Saul’s 
head; and they gat them away: and no man saw it, nor knew it, 
neither did any awake; for they were all asleep, because a deep sleep 
from Jehovah was fallen upon them. 

13. Then David went over to the other side, and stood on the 
top of the mountain afar off; a great space being between them; 

4. And David cried to the people, and to Abner the son of 
Ner, saying, Answerest thou not, Abner? Then Abner answered and 
said, Who art thou that criest to the king? 

15. And David said to Abner, Art not thou a valiant man? and 
who is like to thee in Israel? wherefore then hast thou not kept watch 
over thy lord the king? for there came one of the people in to destroy 


the king thy lord. 
16. This thing is not good that thou hast done. As Jehovah 


liveth, ye are worthy to die, because ye have not kept watch over your 
lord, Jehovah's anointed. And now see where the king's spear is and 
the cruse of water that was at his head. 

GoLDEN TEXxT—Love your enemies; do-good to 
them that hate you.—Luke 6:27. 


The lesson today is about “‘getting even."” We have, 
all of us, at times heard the age-old shout of the vanquished, 
“You just wait! I'll get even with you.” 

en David crept down into Saul’s camp, among the 
sleeping men, he had a splendid chance to “get even.”” Saul 
had threatened the life of David. When David came upon 
Saul sleeping, the old idea of vengeance would prescribe 
that he kill him. However, David was led of the Spirit. 
No false ideas found place in his heart. He took the spear 
and cruse of water from beside Saul, as proof that he had 
been there. 

It has been said that revenge is sweet. But as a 
matter of fact, it generally proves rather flat and unsatis- 
factory. Wouldn't it be a better way to have no enemies? 
It is easier than it sounds. Really we have no enemies. It 
may seem that a person dislikes us. That person, the real 
of him is love. Our enemy is not the person, but a false 
idea in him. It is his enemy as well. It would be far 
from sensible to get all over heated and try to wreak ven- 
geance on an idea. e way to dissolve false ideas is to 
replace them with good ones. So the false idea of dislike 
in your mind and the mind of your friend must be changed. 
Just declare that you love him and he loves you, and there is 
perfect harmony between you. Then there will be, for love 
never faileth. ‘When we fully realize that the only enemies 
we can possibly have are false ideas, we will drop this fool- 
ish habit of nursing revenge. We will systematically set 
about to remove all such ideas and replace them with sane 
and true ones. When we allow only love to enter our heart, 
the machinery of our lives will run smoothly. Our relations 
with our neighbors will be harmonious, for ““Love is the ful- 
fillmg of the law.” 


LESSON 8, MAY 23 
DAVID KING OVER, JUDAH. AND ISRAEL—II Sam. 


17. And the battle was very sore that day; and Abner was 
beaten, and the men of Israel, before the servants of David. 

1. Then came all the tribes of Israel to David unto Hebron, and 
spake, saying, Behold, we are thy bone and thy flesh. 

In times past, when Saul was king over us, it was thou that 
leddest out and broughtest in Israel: and Jehovah said to thee, Thou 
shalt be shepherd of my people Israel, and thou shalt be prince over 
Israel. 

3. So all the elders of Israel came to the king to Hebron; and king 
David made a covenant with them in Hebron before Jehovah: and 
they anointed David king over Israel. 


4. David was thirty years old when he began to reign, and he 
reigned forty years. 

5. In Hebron he reigned over Judah seven years and six months; 
jad a Jerusalem he reigned thirty and three: years over all Israel and 
udah. 

GoLDEN TExtT—Jehovah is my strength and my 

shield. My heart hath trusted in him, and I am helped.— 
Psalms 28:7. 


At this period in David’s life power seemed at last to 
be coming to him after the long years of waiting. He might 
easily have been blinded by the material things so that he 
could not see the real guiding light of Spirit, but he was not. 
Through it all he followed Jehovah and listened to the voice 
within, and he was led aright. 

It sometimes seems hard for those who are surrounded 
with material possessions and power to see clearly. The 
glitter distracts and dazzles. Wise is he, who, perceiving 
the clear white light of Spirit within himself, keeps his eye 
single to it and steadfastly follows it. It is well to remember 
that back of the gift is the giver. Back of all the beauty of 
clothes and magnificence of houses is the Spirit. The last- 
ing beauty and magnificence is of the Spirit. It never fades. 
Through admiration of a brilliant mind one is sometimes led 
into following a personality. Remember always the Divine 
Mind, of which all minds are a part. Not the man, nor the 
thing, but the Spirit back of it all. That is the central 
thought in today’s lesson. David at the critical time in his 
life wisely followed and obeyed Jehovah. Within each of 
us is the voice of the Christ Spirit, ready to guide us. Let 
us be still and listen. 


LESSON 9, MAY 30 
DAVID BRINGS THE ame a JERUSALEM—II Sam. 


12. And it was told king David, saying, Jehovah hath blessed 
the house of Obed-edom, and all that pertaineth unto him, because of 
the ark of God. And David went and brought up the ark of God 
from the house of Obed-edom into the city of David with joy. 

13. And it was so, that, when they that bare the ark of Jehovah 
had gone six paces, he sacrificed an ox and a fatling. 

14. And David danced before Jehovah with all his might; and 
David was girded with a linen ephod. 

15. So David and all the house of Israel brought up the ark of 
Jehovah with shouting, and with the sound of the trumpet. 

GoLDEN TEXT—/ was glad when they said unto me, 
Let us go into the house of Jehovah.—Psalms 122:1. 


The house of Obed-edom was blessed because the ark 
of the covenant had been there. Now, covenant means 
coming together. The ark was the symbol of the coming 
together in harmony of God and man. The ark was con- 
sidered very precious and was carefully guarded. It was 
lined with gold and covered with gold. It was handled 
with great reverence. The people of the time of David did 
right to treasure the ark. It represented a state of happiness 
and contentment. - 

We know of the Christ within us and of its power. 
We have been taught that by following the Christ Law we 
become as the children of God were meant to be, well and 
prosperous and happy. This harmony with Divine Order; 
this dwelling in the city of peace within us and being led by 
love and wisdom is what the ark of the covenant meant. As 
a merely material thing, it was a beautiful chest—no more, 
no less. It was, however, the meaning behind it which 
rendered it sacred. The covenant, or agreement, between 
God and man holds good today, and we are learning to 
live by it. If we live the Truth and allow only good 
thoughts into our minds, we will be living symbols of the 
covenant and proof of its fulfillment. 


LESSON 10, JUNE 6, 
‘NATHAN REBUKES DAVID—II Sam. 12:1-7, 13. 
1. And Jehovah sent Nathan unto David. And he came unto 


‘him, and said unto him, There were two men in one city; the one rich, 


and the other poor. 


WISDOM 


2. The rich man had exceeding many flocks and herds; 

3. But the poor man had nothing, save one little ewe lamb, which 
he had bought and nourished up: and it grew up together with him, 
and with his children; it did eat of his own morsel, and drank of his 
own cup, and lay in his bosom, and was unto him as a daughter. 

4. And there came a traveller unto the rich man, and he spared 
to take of his own flock and of his own herd, to dress for the way- 
faring man that was come unto him, but took the poor man’s lamb, 
and dressed it for the man that was come to him. 

5. And David's anger was greatly kindled against the man; and 
he said to Nathan, As Jehovah liveth, the man that hath done this is 
worthy to die: 

6. And he shall restore the lamb fourfold, because he did this 
thing, and because he had no pily. : 

7. And Nathan said to David, Thou art the man. Thus saith 
Jehovah, the God of Israel, I anointed thee king over Israel, and | 
delivered thee out of the hand of Saul; 

13. And David said unto Nathan, I have sinned against Jehovah. 
And Nathan said unto David, Jehovah also hath put away thy sin; 
thou shalt not die. 

GoLDEN TEXT—Create in mé a clean heart, O God. 
—Psalms 51:10. 


It is not when one is at the foot of the ladder or even 
when one is climbing, but when one has reached a great 
height and has time to pause and look around that he be- 
comes dizzy. David is not the first Bible character who was 
unfortunate enough to become dizzy. Saul was another 
example we studied recently. 

David listened to Jehovah and was obedient unto him 
until he became so great a king that he lost his balance. 
He had not builded his foundation so firmly as he thought. 
The great weight of material glory overbalanced his build- 
ing. We might put it another way. At first David was 
humble and realized that it was the Father within him who 
was powerful. Later, when he became a strong and mighty 
king, he forgot that all strength and all might came from the 
one great Source—Spirit. Evidently he got out of the 
habit of listening to the voice within. As a consequence, 
disaster came to him. 

The life of David and of Saul and of many others 
which are told us in the Bible, should serve as lessons to us. 
We should build firmly. We should always remember that 
there is only one presence and one power, and that is the 
Christ Spirit within us. No matter how much we become 
surrounded with possessions or position, we must listen to 
the voice within. If we wish to avoid becoming dizzy and 
overbalanced we must keep declaring, “Not I, Lut the 
Father within me, he doeth the works.” 


YOUR MOTHER 
Lucretia M. LAWRENCE 


Of all the words of mortal tongue, 
There isn’t any other 

That sounds one half as dear and sweet 
As the precious name of mother. 


She can lighten any burden, 
She can lift your load of care, 
And you never had a trouble 
That she wasn’t glad to share. 


Tho’ you often sorely grieve her 
And follow paths astray 

That cause you tears of bitter sorrow, 
She will kiss them all away. 


Other friends may oft’ forsake you 

And cause your woes to thus increase, 
But your mother’ll not forget you 

Nor will her prayers for vou e’er cease. 


Oh, Mr. Smile-Ups, won’t you please come back ? 

For WisDoM without you a smile doth lack? 

I liked your jolly smile-ups, and the twinkle in your eye; 
So please, Mr. Smile-Ups, come before the summer passes 


by! —AMrs. Myrtis Hodges. 


NANCY 


Marion H. Irons 


a =] LTHOUGH Nancy spent the greatest part of 
Ey one winter with us, and had the brightest of 
brown eyes and silky brown hair, she was not 
a little girl—oh dear, no! She was just a 
little wood mouse which had crept into town 
during an extremely hard, cold winter, hoping 
to find food for herself, and perhaps, a cozy 
home nest; but, alas, being an utter stranger to 
the ways and means of town mice, she was soon caught and 
brought into our store “‘for the cat,”’ so stated the man who 
had captured her. 

My husband, thinking that perhaps I had never seen a 
wood mouse, placed her in a deep tin pail to bring up to the 
house; within half an hour he was ready to leave the store 
and, picking up the pail, was greatly surprised to find five, 
wee, pink-skinned babies beside Nancy, busily partaking of 
their first supper as happily as though little mice were sup- 
posed to have no soft nest. 

Thinking this a great joke, my husband brought them 
up to the house, bidding me look at them before he fed 
them to the cats; but one glance at the trembling little mother, 
who looked at me so imploringly, filled my heart with com- 
passion, and I declared then and there ‘“‘that poor, little, 
homeless mouse-mother has suffered enough already from 
fear, without adding to her suffering by feeding her and the 
babies to the cats, and I won’t stand for it.” 

There was the usual “‘poohing” at my “foolish fan- 
cies,” but Nancy and her family were allowed to live, so 
what cared I? She was put in a box and given a little 
absorbent cotton, and in almost a twinkling no Nancy er 


| babies were to be seen—only an animated bunch of cotton 


showing where they had disappeared. 

Belonging to the rodent family, Nancy was a constant 
gnawer, which fact obliged me to change her place of abode 
many times before I hit upon the scheme of housing her in 
a box with glass sides and wire net tov, leaving a removable 
board in the box, which served the double purpose of floor 
and teeth exerciser for her gnawing propensity. 

Though Nancy always made the most of her nest of 
cotton, it was plain to be seen that it never quite suited her, 
for she frequently tore it to pieces, often sending a pink 
and protesting baby half way across the box, in her zeal to 
tear the nest as far apari as it could be torn, and then work- 
ing for dear life to get it together again; after this she would 
rush about gathering up her scattered family and tucking 
them in their reconstructed nest, none the worse for their 
violent trip. 

These trips occurred so often that the babies soon 
ceased to protest and would lie, silent and resigned, in what- 
ever place or corner they might happen to be hurled by their 
energetic, little mother, who never seemed to despair of solv- 


| ing the problem of making a proper wood’s mouse nest out 


of absorbent cotton. 


On one such occasion I found one of the tiny, blind- 
eyed babies laying shivering and blue with cold, in Nancy's 
drinking cup with just his homely little head above water, 
while Nancy was busily engaged in remaking the nest. 

Rather indignant at Nancy, I hastened to the rescue 
and lifted the little fellow out of the water with a small 
spoon, intending to take him out of the box to dry and warm. 
But I had not taken Nancy into account; and resenting my 
interference in her family affairs, she rushed forward, seized 
the little fellow’s hind foot, jerked him out of the spoon and 
dragged him into the half-made nest; then she flew back to 
battle with the spoon which she bit at savagely, and finally 
tugged into a corner of her box as a well-vanquished foe. 

Although Nancy would take food from our hands, 
she never allowed us to touch her, as did the little ones who 
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would rush out as soon as they could toddle and squeal, 
begging for sugar or nuts, of which they were very fond. It 
was a pretty sight to see them nibbling at a lump of loaf 
sugar, and then sitting up on their hind feet while they made 
their toilets, squirrel fashion, never allowing a speck of dirt 
to remain. 

But it was a regular circus to watch them scramble and 
struggle for the possession of a walnut, half their size and 
much higher, and they certainly out-clowned many a clown 
and tumbler. If one outwitted the other four and hid his 


hard-gotten booty in a corner, they immediately pounced _ 
upon him and bedlam reigned. Only Nancy’s vigorous | 
cuffings and indignant squeaks could part them, for we kept , 


our distance at such times, having a due regard for our own 
fingers. 

Just to see what they would do, my husband cut a hole 
in one of the nuts before putting it in the box, and then it 
was a double-ringed circus, for this enabled them to seize 
the nut and run off with it, after careening into the others or 
hitting the sides of the box with a thud that sent the small 
carrier bounding into the air or standing on his head. If the 
latter the nut would be elsewhere in a twinkling, to the won- 
derment of the inverted one, who never seemed able to 
realize what had happened to him anyway, as he gazed 
about stupidly for a time before joining the battle again. 

Nancy often took part in these nut frays and carried 
the nuts off to put in her storehouse; she looked very comical 
indeed, rushing hither and thither, in her attempts to elude her 
five, wee pursuers, who swarmed over and under her, squeal- 
ing angrily and tugging at the nut all the way to her store- 
house. 

She often had to drop the nut, which she could not see 
over or around, and then her family were jubilant indeed 
and united their efforts in getting the nut out of her reach as 
soon as possible and standing guard over it, like so many 
mischievous boys on a ball field. 

If Nancy happened to feel cross or chagrined, she 
would dive into the small group and send them flying, as she 
hurried the nut off to her storehouse; otherwise she let them 
keep it for a while, and then slyly seized and hid it while they 
were busy with something else, like many a human mother. 

Wishing to clean part of their box, I once put up a 
thick cardboard partition, on account of Nancy’s sharp 
teeth, and they immediately scrambled up this and soon five 
wee heads were sticking through five small holes, as the 
owners thereof watched me with bright, inquisitive eyes all 
the time I was cleaning the box. This row of five heads 
looked so comical, it made me think of a part of that old 
story of Blue Beard’s wives, and I called the rest of the 
family to enjoy it with me so we could laugh together, which 
did not seem to disturb the wee lookers in the least. 

But the funniest time of all was the “honey time,” as 
we always called it. Nancy had a very sweet tooth, and 
having no loaf sugar in the house, I once gave her a piece 
of honeycomb well filled with honey, which she sat up and 
tried to eat in her usual dainty manner; she might have 
managed it nicely had not her greedy babes rushed upon 
her, demanding a share of this unusual treat. She clutched 
at the honeycomb as their sudden onset sent her over on her 
back, and then it was a case of ““The Tar Baby” over 
again; and such a stuck-togetherness as there was, as the 
honey-bedaubed mice rolled and squealed and struggled 
until they fell against the cotton nest, where they speedily 
acquired white, cotton coats and were soon quite helpless 
and unable to prolong the battle royal. 

Fearing that they might smother, we spooned them 
out and put the little ones in a warm bath; but it was a 
puzzle to know what to do with Nancy who had always re- 
sented our touching her and had the power to make it very 
interesting for any one who took too many liberties. 

We finally tumbled her into a deep basin of lukewarm 
water, and she cleaned herself nicely in her efforts to escape, 
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after which we got her back into the box, which we had 
cleaned in the meantime, and she was soon deeply interested 
in building a new nest, with never a thought of the sweet and 
watery past, or so it seemed to us who watched her, though 
her chronicles of the past may read far more different as she 
recorded them for her descendants who live in the park 
today. 

We often used to wonder whether the honey had sweet- 


ened her disposition, or the cotton coat and warm bath sub-_ 


dued her spirit, because from that time she would allow us 
to stroke her head, and never objected to our picking up any 
of her family, though woe betide us if any member of her 
family happened to squeal while in our hands, for Nancy 
was nothing then but an unreasoning mother, defending her 
young with tooth and nail, regardless of all past favors. 

As spring advanced and we found plenty of food in 
the park, we took Nancy and her family down there one 
warm day and set the opened box by a tree, expecting that 
Nancy would rush out and hide herself in the green grass 
or old leaves; but she merely sniffed the air, pulled a blade 
of grass and began to eat it contentedly while the grown 
family never seemed to care whether the box was open or 
not as they played about. 

After sittting in silence a time, hoping that she would 
explore her new quarters by the tree, we had to shake her 
and the family out of their old home into the new, and what 
a rustling there was as they ducked under leaves and twigs! 
When they were all out of sight I called and they came 
= towards me, even Nancy creeping up shyly near my 
eet. 

We afterward walked away and were gone an hour 
or so, and when we returned to the same spot I called as 
before, and soon little noses and bright eyes were coming up 
through the grass and leaves towards me. Nancy appeared 
some yards behind the others and sat up as though expect- 
ing to be fed. 

Seeing strangers approaching, we shooed our little pets 
away, towards their new home, and hastily left the place, 
my own heart feeling rather sore and torn at our desertion of 
Nancy and her babies, who had been with us for so many 
months. 
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